ECHO: THE ADOLESCENT
He'll never look at me, I just know it.
Yet I could stand here, like the merest leaf
Until my feelings murmur in their grief:
Love you, love you, love you. I don't regret
The offerings I leave in watered shrine:
He touches them, the things that once were mine.
Don't give me pity but the surest way
To make him kiss me, see himself in me.
They say, Narcissus sees his own reflection, And then, Narcissus will only break your heart. University of Iowa is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve, and extend access to
My heart, I say. If he finds satisfaction
The Iowa Review www.jstor.org ®
